CHAPTER   THIRTY-TWO

VANYA ANDRYONOV

VANYA ANDRYONOV lives in the village of Novomikhailovskoye in the
Moscow province. One cold day Vanya was lying on top of the brick
oven beside his two little sisters, Nadya and Zina/when he heard the distant
boom of cannon. Turning to his mother, he said:

" Mamma, Germans are coming."

Shortly afterwards the Germans occupied the village. Vanya buried his
new overcoat and helped his mother bury several sacks of potatoes and
cereals. Deliberately he went around in ragged and loose-fitting clothes
with deep pockets so the Germans would not be tempted to disrobe him
and take away his clothes. Under cover of darkness Vanya kept going to
the hole where the food was buried and filling his pockets with potatoes for
his mother and for the guerrillas that were hidden in the woods. He saw
the Germans shoot the chickens in the village and slaughter the cows and
the pigs, and he so hated them that he could not bear looking at them and
kept out of their sight.

One day he saw German soldiers bore holes in a barn on the edge of the
village. Then he saw them cart machine-guns inside the barn and set them
into these holes. He knew they were preparing for something.

That something was the Russian counter-offensive. Vanya waited
impatiently for the Red Armies to come. One day, lying on the top of the
oven to keep warm, he saw through the window far away several men on
skis and in white hoods. He knew they were Russian soldiers, and his heart
sank. They were running straight into the machine-gun nest he had seen
the Germans set up in the barn. Jumping off the oven, he ran into the dark
vestibule and shouted to the approaching skiers, " Don't come this way!"
But his voice never reached them, for they kept moving forward. Machine-
gun fire mowed them down. Vanya saw them dead on the snow.

Later more men were coming on skis, many more, scores and scores of
them. They were following the footsteps of the advance guard that lay
dead in the snow. If they kept on they would be mowed down. Vanya
decided to warn them. Without saying a word to any one in the house he
started to make his way in the direction from which the skiers were coming*
The snow was deep, and, like so many children in Russia, he had learned in
school the art of creeping through machine-gun fire. The deep snow helped
to hide his movements. He crept and crept; then he rolled down a hill-
side. When he knew he was out of sight of the Germans he started to run
again. As soon as he was within hearing distance of the Russians he started
to shout, " Don't come this way!" The Russian officer stopped and
questioned him at length. But one soldier was suspicious of him and said
severely, "Maybe you are lying?" Stung and hurt, Vanya replied,
" How can you say that when all the time I've been carrying potatoes in my
pocket to the guerrillas in the forest ? " Thereupon the officer said,
" Very well, I believe y&u; now you show us the way to the rear of that